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less character at his time of life, or one possessed of more
amiable dispositions." He was seen at the Mintos' (they
had taken a house in Edinburgh for their son); and these
members of the lively world of Sheen and Hanover Square
noticed his " diligence, capacity, total freedom from vice of
every sort, quiet and kind disposition, cheerfulness, pleasant-
ness and perfect sweetness/' Somewhat oppressed by such
perfection, he displayed at times a certain " want of spirits."
He even read Miss Edgeworth and copied a passage from
the Lay of the Last Minstrel, But that the mood was
intermittent is evident from the meditated purchase of a
" learned Poodle " and his accident in spraining a leg by
jumping over a Gothic couch, which was the glory of the
Professor's drawing-room. His family remembered him
beyond the northern mists; even his brother, still at
Harrow, found time for a thought of " Harry . . . thinking
of setting off for England " in a letter written at the end
of term to urge his family to " send for me very early, as
there will hardly be one of the boys left after ten or eleven
o'clock."

One day in April, xSos, he was fetched southwards by
alarming news of his father. He drove off with a young
Minto; and to spare him the sudden sight of drawn blinds
in Hanover Square, they met him on the North Road at
Barnet, where a tactless servant spoiled the kindly plot
and told him suddenly. The old Viscount (he was sixty-
three) had died at home, indomitably frivolous almost to
the end; and Harry Temple was an Irish peer at seventeen*
His mother's gaiety was quite extinguished- They let the
house a Sheen to Lord Castlereagh; and the young Viscount
(still known to a disrespectful younger brother as "old
Harry ") after a voyage of exploration to Cambridge, went
to stay with the Mintos before returning to the intellectual
breach at Edinburgh. He seemed depressed by his pro-
motion. The northern climate (there was " a good deal of
gentle rain ") was scarcely calculated to raise his spirits; and
he wrote almost wistfully to a proud father of his acquaint-
ance, hoping that the new baby might long enjoy what he